so much as the bark of a cannon. The .staff officers read
novels, wrote lengthy letters, and staged races.

And the food kept" getting better alt the time. There
were two rabies in the officers' mess; a large ruble, seating
35 "little people," and a smaller one, presided over by the
commanding general, where ten of the headquarters staff
took their meals', with myself us a guest. The food was
good at the large table too; bur the general's small table
easily vied with the most famous hosfelries in Vienna,

Seated beside me at the table was a young lieutenant,
who represented the sardonic philosophy of life in that;
small and select gathering. He hud no end of fun over
my meticulous habit of keeping a diary. One day, he said
to me at dinner:

"Here's one for your diary. The reason our food is so
delectable is that we have two cooks, both of whom are in
dread of dying. Hy cooking so well they hope to do all
their soldiering in the kitchen, and so avoid the battle,
front,"

We had cake every Sunday, One of our two cooks was
a pastry cook by trade. Evidently lie feared death more
than the other; for he outshone himself. The most am a/-
ing architectural condiments rose in splendor over his pas-
tries. Once it was a church, complete with tiny gothie
towers, Another time a sculptured hunting scene, with
woods, hunter and deer made of sugar. Then, again, a
castle, with lighted casements, and a live bird in the turret,
that flew away as we raised the roof. Hut the crowning
glory of all was a gutted sugar facsimile of rhe famous
fortress of Przemydt, shot to near nibble, and livid with

182"we've got to show this poor many in an incon-
